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AFTERWARD AND FORWARD

L

/ooking from my window on this late spring morning
in 1941 I see how little has been changed, physically, in
the months that have passed. They have been among the
darkest known to mankind ; yet visibly within this limited
view they have left no more trace than here a roofless
house, there a row of blackened empty doorways or an
array of sightless casements, and, more distant, a spire
truncated to the form of obelisk. London's foliage, until
now held back by the coldness of the season, bursts forth
in a rich untarnished green. The outline of the city holds
good, if the fabric it defines is something of a shell. A
haze of old smoke and new hangs over the horizon. In
the streets are fewer passers-by.
Behind this curtain of our city that has become an actual.
battleground, beyond the duel of narrow Straits or the
struggle of the Middle Sea, drama is moving even more
grimly in men's minds than it moves bodily in the masses
who grope for bread or light or lodging. Individual men
and women, utterly isolated and often without word or
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